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It was but for a show, to scare men's wits,

They have raised this hue and cry upon her flight

Supposed from hence, to waken Exeter

With noise from Honiton and Sampfield spread

Of proclamation to detain all ships

And lay all highways for her day and night,

And send like precepts out four manner of ways

From town to town, to make in readiness

Their armour and artillery, with all speed,

On pain of death, for London by report

Was set on fire? though, God be therefore praised,

We know this is not, yet the noise hereof

Were surely not to be neglected, seeing

There is, meseems, indeed no readier way

To levy forces for the achieving that

Which so these lewd reporters feign to fear.

Drury. Why, in such mighty matters and such mists
Wise men may think what hardly fools would say,
And eyes get glimpse of more than sight hath leave
To give commission for the babbling tongue
Aloud to cry they have seen.   This noise that was
Upon one Arden's flight, a traitor, whence
Fear flew last week all round us, gave but note
How lightly may men's minds take fire, and words
Take wing that have no feet to fare upon
More solid than a shadow.

Paulet                            Nay, he was

Escaped indeed: and every day thus brings
Forth its new mischief: as this last month did
Those treasons of the French ambassador